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OF TWO

31 y dear friend: I uil! no! believe that your fate, U an evil one,
that the, laic trill grind you between the millstones of guilt anil dis-

honor; but if the law should call you guilty, 1 still will not be-

lieve. . . .

i'es, she and 1 are saying good-b- y to Ireland. That's why l
think she might have, let me see you before we went; but since it must
not lie, well. then, it must not. But we shall meet again. In my soul
I k now that on the hills somewhere far off, a.s vn the first day we met,
u e shall meet rach other once more. Where arc we going'? Oh. very
'nr! We are going to my Uncle Bryan Bryan Lhjn, in Virginia. . . .

We shall know your fate only through (he letters thai will follow
us, but I will not believe in your bad luck. Listen to me why don't
uou come to America also? . . .

So keep this matter in your mind, as my mother and I will soon
fie gone. Wif would not let me come to you 1 think I have never
ecn her so disturbed as whim I asked her and she forbade me to

' rite to you : but I disobey her. Well, this is a sad business. 1 know
'iy mother has suffered. I know her married life was and
that her husband my father died many a year ago, leaving a dark
'mil of reijret behind him; but, you see, I never knew my father.
Fhat was all long ago, and it is a hundred times best

Our ship sails for Virginia in three days, and 1 must go. I will
keep looking back to the prison where lies, charged with an evil crime.
' which he is not guilty, a'young man for whom I shall carry the

'pirit of good
Do not believe all will not go well. The thing to do is to keep

'of courage of our hearts and the faith of our souls, and I hopc--

always "hall. I believe in you, and, 1 say good-b- y. I say
'lrt'wcll in the great hope that somehow, we shall help

k7i other on the way of life. God be with you! I am your friend,
FUEILA LLYN.

So wrote the beautiful Sheila to Dyck Calhoun in prison the
beautiful young Irish girl with her wonderful brown hair and her
blue eyej that showed the loyal soul of her and her lovely mouth that
had Cupid's bow. Rc?d between the lines of it and see if it is not a

letter to put courage and hope into a manly young fellow's heart
even if he is behind bars charged with murder. But though Dyck's
heart thrilled over the letter, the words comforted him not at all, for
there was more to the killing than Sheila knew. Innocent he was, but
the future looked dark to Dyck.

And bis foresight was good. He refuses for Sheila's sake to re-

veal what would have given him freedom. He is sent to prison for
eight year. He is released after four years to find his father dead
and his estate gone. A letter comes from Sheila; it invites him to
Virginia and sends money. Sheila does not know why Dyck cannot
go to her. Dyck enlists in the British army. There is mutiny in the
fleet. Dyck is chosen bv the mutineers to command the Ariadne. In
the West Indies he helps win a victory over the French fleet, is
thanked by the admiral and is put under arrest as a mutineer. The
swift march of events finds Dyck and Sheila in Jamaica, still sepa-
rated by the mystery of the murder, with an added in
the form of Lord Mallow, the governor, who is Dyck's old enemy and
the girl's suitor.

In short, this is one of Sir Gilbert Parker's good romances. There
are many British knights and baronets of Canadian birth, but his
titln is unique because given him for literary Sir
Gilbert lias written about thirty novels and is as popular in America
as in Great Britain and Canada.

CHAPTER I.

The Two Meet.
W .'II, good-hy- . Dyck. I'll meet yem

Af he sessions, or before that at tlio

' was only the Impulsive, cheery,
nnng exclamation of n wild young

' -- ii spirit to his friend Dyck Cal-.- n.

Init It had behind It the humor
' incongruity of Irish life.

limn, Dyck Calhoun, after whom
sent the daring words about the
.us niul the assizes, was a year

oliler than his friend, und, as
."-- I Clones, his servant and
'I, mild, "the worst anil best

mp of them nil" just up to any
I.'sm deviltry.

I'l 'nenced hy no traditions or cus- -

- under control of no stern rec- -
'

- if oclety, Calhoun had caused
ir 'n liK time by the harm-- ;

scapegrace, but mor- -

tti ill relations of life
' ' vl " !'

- .i h. There never
in '

' li crier. brner,
i "lie with such

'.v
' n l 'umpU'jtlty of

i

i ' W.ii'l of a high- -

'I Mpcm all thu
nay, and occu- -

II; M.vlf with debt,
i -- I' paid, Yet

' i er heart, a more
'"nt ' ". .in

- i ' ' r Ml. be was only
i'ic words with

i.l n cre said to him.
of note among

time In oritl-- 1

"in and damning
i i'. He even he- -

in" young hare-- e

time; yet no
- ' my thing except
:' - record wan

wag not after

"i end inade the re- -

"ii and assizes,
': . tils wrty up tbo

.v to tul.'u the homowni'd
io his father's pluee. l'laymore.

'i raised his head, lookiug up Into
-- Uy at wane lurks singing above

i in the heavens.
i omI lovo you. little deurs," lie

- i aloud. "I wish I might die with
ir singing in ray ears, but do you

what makes Ireland what It Is?
' at It now. Years ago, just when

l otion mlHs and the linen mills
ie doing well, they came over with
ir r'nglltdi legislation, and muilo It

n1 going. When 'e boffin to gut
ji let hint, ovor tlio English romo and

t Uc tlio something away. What lmv
done, we Irish people, that wk

c;uldu't iwve ti chance, lu our own

country ? Lord know s. we deserve a
chance, for It's hard paying the du-
ties these days What with Trance In
revolution and reaching out her hand
to Ireland to coax her into rebellion;
what with defeat In America nnil
drink In Scotland; what with poverty,
and the cow and children and father
und mother living nil In one room,
with the chickens roosting in the raft-
ers; what with pointing the potato at
the fried fish and gulping It down ns
If It was fish Itself; what with the
smell nnd the dirt and the poverty of
Dublin nnd Perry. Limerick and
Cork ah, well:" lie threw his eyes
up again. "Ah. well, my little love,
sing on ! You're a blessing among a
lot of curses; but never mind, It's a
fine world, and Ireland's the best part
of It. Heaven knows it and on this
hill, how beautiful It Is!"

He was now on the top of n hill
where he could look out toward the
bog and In toward the mellow, wav-
ing bills. lie could drink In the yel-
lowish green, with bore nnd there In
the distance a little house; nnd about
iwo mnes away smoKe stealing up
from the midst of the plantation
vhere linymore was liaymoro, his
father's house to be his own one day.

Dyck Calhoun had ti soul of char-
acter, originality and wnywnrd dis-
tinction, lie hud all the Impulses nnd
enthusiasms of a poet, all the thirst
for excitement of the adventurer, all
the latent patriotism of the true Celt;
but bis life was and he
lui'l not ordered his spirits Into com-
partments of faith and hope. He had
gifts. They were gifts only to he
borne by those who had ambitions.

Now, as he looked out upon the
scene where nature was showing her-
self at her best, some glimmer of n
great future eutne to him. He did not
know which way Ids feet were des-
tined to travel lu the business of life.
It was too lute to Join the navy; but
there was still time enough to bo n
soldier, or to learn to In- - u lawyer.

Suddenly, as he listened to the lark
singing overheud, with his fuce lifted
to the sky, he heard a human voice
singing; and presently there ran up a
little declivity to his left u girl an
Irish girl of about seventeen years o(
age.

tier hut wns lmtiglng on her arm
hy n green ribbon. Her bend was cov-
ered with the must wonderful brown,
waving hair. She had a broad, low
forehead, Creole In Its proportions and
lines. The eyes were bluer even than
Ills own. and were shaded bv lashes
of great length, which slightly nindl-lie- d

the firm lines of the face, with Its
admirable chin, ami mouth somewhat
largo with u ciipld's bow.

In spile of Its ardent nnd luscious
look, It was thu mouth of one who
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knew her own mind and could sustain
her own course. It was open when
Dyck llr.st saw It, because she was
singing llltle bits of wild lyrics of the
hills, little tragedies of Celtic life-J-ust

bursts of the Celtic soul, ns It
were, cheerful yet sad, buoyant nnd
passionate, eager yet 'melancholy.
She was singing In Irish, too. They
were the words of songs taught her by
her mother's maid.

She had been trumping over the
hills for u couple of hours, virile, beau-
tiful nnd alone. She wore a gown of
dark gold, with little green ribbons
here nnd there. The gown was short,
and her ankles showed. In spltefrf
the strong hoots she wore they were
alert, delicate and shapely, and nil
her beauty had the slender fullness of
a quail.

When she saw Dyck she stopped sud-
denly, her mouth slightly open. She
gave him n sidelong, glance of wonder,
Interest and speculation. Then she
threw her head slightly back, anil all
the curls gathered lu u bunch und
shook like bronze (lowers. It wns a
head of grace and power, of charm
and allurement of danger.

Dyck was lost In admiration. He
looked at her as one might look nt a
beautiful thing In a dream. He did
not speak ; he only smiled ns he gazed
Into her eyes.

She was the first to speak.
"Well, who are you V" she asked with

a slightly southern accent In her
voice, delicate and entrancing.

Her head gave u Utile modest toss,
her line white teeth caught her lower
lip with a little quirk of humor; for
she could see that he wns a gentle-
man, and that she was safe from any-
thing that might trouble her. t

He replied to her question with tin;
words :

".My name? Why, It's Dyck Cal-

houn, that's all."
Her eyes brightened. "Isn't that

enough?" she asked gently.
She knew of his family. She was

only visiting In the district with her
mother, but she had lately heard of old
Miles Calhoun and his wayward hoy,
Dyck; and here was Dyck, with a
humor In his eyes and i touch of
melancholy at his lips. Somehow her
heart went out to him. e

I'reently he said to her:
"And what's your name?"
"I'm only Sheila I.lyn, the daughter

of my mother, a widow, visiting nt
Lo.vhind towers. Yes, I'm only Shei-
la !"

She laughed.
"Well. Just he 'only .Sheila,'" he an-

swered admiringly, and he held out a

hand to her. "I wouldn't have you be
anything else, though it's none of my

business."
Tor one swift Inslant she hesitated;

then she laid her hand in his.
"There's no reason why we should

not." she said. "Your father's re-

spectable."
She looked tit him again with a

sidelong glance, und with n whlmsi, ,il,
reserved smile at her lips.

"Yes, he's respectable, I agree, I., it
he's dull," answered Dyck. "Tor an
Irishman, he's dull and he's a tyrant,
too. I suppose I deserve that, for I'm
a handful."

"I think you sire, and a big handful,
too '."

"Which way are you going?" he
asked presently.

"And you?"
"Oh, I'm bound for home." lie

pointed across the valley. "Do you see
that smoke coming up from the plan-
tation over there?"

"Yes, I know," she niiswereil. "1
know. 'Hint's 1'laymore, jour father's
pSice. I.oyland towers Is between
here and there. Which way were oii
going there?;'

"Kotind to the left," he said, puzzled,
but agreeable.

"Then we must say good-by- , because
I go to the right. That's my nearest
way."

"Well, If that's your nearest way,
I'm going with you," ho wild, "because

well, because because "
"If you won't talk very much '." she

rejoined with u little air of lustlnetho
coquetry.

"I don't want to tall;. I'd like to lis-te-

Shall wi start?"
Sheilas fathers name was Knis

Hoy ne, tvnd ho had been debauched,
drunken, and 1'allhless ; .so u a Mine

' of unendurable hurt his wife hail treed
herself. Then, under the egis of her
maiden name, she had brought up her
(laughter without any knowledge of
Iter father; had made her beliou' he

' wns dead; had hidden her trageilj with
a skillful band.

(July now, when Sheila was released
from a ginorness, had she mined out
of the little wild area of the County
i.imericii wnere sue lived; only now
had she coino to visit an uncle whose
iiuspiiuiuy sue nan lor so many vears
denied herself. Sheila was t,, jiars
old when her father disappeared, and
fifteen years had gone since then.

Down the long road the two young
people traveled, gossiping much, both
of them touched by something sad and
mysleiiuus, neither knowing why; both
of tla'in happy, too, for somehow they
mill come nearer logeiuer man years
of ordinary life might have made pos-
sible. They broke Into talk of their
own countryside, of the war with

Trar.;e, of the growing rebellious spirit
In Ireland, of riots In Dublin town, of
'rouble at Limerick, Cork and Sllgo.

At the gate of thu mnnslou where
Sbella was visiting, Dyck put Into her
'niids the wild llowers he had picked
.is they passed, and said:

"Well, It's been a great day. I've
never had a greater. Let's meet again,
nnd soon I I'm nltnost every day upon
tbo hill with my gun, nnd It'd he
worth a lot to see you soon very

"sunn
"(Mi, you'll he forgetting me hy to-

morrow," the girl said with a little
.i isifulness at her lips, for she had a

'.. ling they would not meet on the
morrow. Suddenly she picked from
; lie hunch of wild llowers he had
given her a little sprig of heather.

"Well, If we don't meet wear that,"
be said, and, laughing oer her shoul-ile- r.

turned and ran Into the grounds
i Loyhind towers.

CHAPTER II.

The Coming of a Messenger.
When Dyck entered the library at

Haymnre, the first words he heard
i ere these :

"Howe has licked the Trench at
r.rest. He's smashed the French Heel
i'i'I dealt a sharp blow to the revolu-
tion. Hurrah I"

The words were used by .Miles Cal-

houn, Dyck's lather, as a greeting to
him on his return from the day's
sport.

Now, If there wns a man In Ireland
bo had a narrow view and kept his

toes pointed to the front, it was Miles
CaJhoun. Ills people had lived in a

for hundreds of years, und he
himself had only one passion in life,
which was the rrotestant passion of
lroudice. He had ever been n fol-

lower of Burke a passionate follow-e.-- .

one who believed the Trench ltovo-Imio- n

was a crime against humanity,
a danger to .the future of civilization,
a miserable orgy of unworthy millions.

lie had resisted more vigorously
tb ui most men the progress of revolu-
tionary sentiments In Ireland. He was
aware that his son had far less rigid
opinions than himself; that he von
defended Wolfe Tone and Thomas Km-ne- t

against abuse and damnation.
That was why he had delight In slap-

ping hl.s son hi the face, whenever
possible, with the hot pennant of vic-

tory for British power.
He was a man flf Irascible tempera-

ment anil stern views, given to fits of
exasperation. He was small of stature,
with a round face, eyes that sudden
ly went red with feeling, and wilh
none of the handsomeness of his son,
who resembled his mother's side of
the family.

The mother herself hud been a beau
tiful and remarkable woman. Dyck
was, in a sense, n reproduction of her

Down the Long Road the Two Young
People Traveled.

lu body and mind, for a more cheerful
nnd Impetuous person never made a
household happier or more Imperfect
than she made hers.

As the elder Calhoun made his an-

nouncement about the battle of Brest
and the Knglish victory, a triumphant
.smile lighted his llushcd face, anil un
der his heavy gray brows his eyes
danced with maJiclous Joy.

"Howes a wonder! he said. "He'll
make those savage, mad, red republic-
ans hunt their holes, Kb, Isn't that
your view, Ivy?" he asked of a uavul
captain who had evidently brought (he
news.

Captain Ivy nodded.
"Yes, It's u heavy blow foi the

Trench bloodsuckers. If their Ideas
creep through Turope and gut hold of
lhiglaiiil, !od only knows what the
end will be! In their view, to niter
everything that, exists Is thy only wuy
to put things right."

At thai moment the door opened,
und ti servant entered the room. In
his hand he 'carried a biter which,
with marked excitement, he brought
lo .Miles Calhoun.

"fciuio, he's wultlug, Mr," ho said.

'And who's he?" asked his master.
turning the letter over, ns though to
find out by looking nt the seaJ.

"Oh, a man of consequence, If we're
to Judge by the way he's clothed."

Kit company, then?" bis master
asked, as he began to open the heavily
sealed letter.

"Well, I'm not saying that, for
there's no company good enough for
us," answered the higgledy-piggled- y

butler, With a quirk of the mouth;
but, us messengers go, I never seen

one with more style and point."
'Well, bring him to hie," said Miles

Calhoun, and broke the senl of the
letter In his hand, "flood Cod !" he
added, afler doing so, for he had just
realized that the stamp of the seal
was that of the attorney general of
Ireland.

Then he opened the letter nnd rend
It. A Hush swept over his face, mak
ing Its red nlmosl purple.

"Hteriml diminution eternal datu- -

iiatlon!" he declared, holding the pa-

per at arm's length, Inspecting It. He
then handed It to Dyck. "Head that,
lad. Then pack your bag, for we start
for Dublin by daylight or before."

Dyck read the brief document and
whistled softly to himself.

'Well, well, you've got to obey or
ders like that, I suppose," Dyck said,

They want to question us as to the
state of the country here."

"I think we can tell them something.
I wonder If they know how wide your
travel is, how many people you see;
and if they know, how did they come
to know? There's Rples nil over the
place. How do I know hut the man
who's just left this room isn't n spy,
isn't the enemy of all of us here?"

'I'd suspect Michael Clones," re
marked Dyck, "Just as soon as

'Michael Clones," said his father,
nnd he turned to Cnptaln Ivy, "Mi-

chael Clones I'd trust as I'd trust his
blessed majesty, Ceorge III. He's a

rare scamp. Is Michael Clones! He's
no thicker than a cardboard, but he
draws the pain out of your hurt like
u mustard plaster. A man of better
sense and greater roguery I've never
met. You must see him, Cnptaln Ivy.
He's a mini of men, is Michael Clones."

The door opened and the butler en-

tered, followed by n lull, thin Don
Quixote sort of figure.

"Ills excellency," said Mulvnney,
with a look slightly malevolent, for
the visitor had refused his name. Then
he turned and left the room.

At Mitlvuney's words, an Ironical
smile crossed the face of the new-
comer. Then he advanced to Miles
Calhoun. Before speaking, however,
he glanced sharply nl Captain Ivy,
threw an Inquisitive look at Dyck, nnd
said :

"I seem to have hurt the feelings of
your butler, sir, but that cannot ho
helped. I have come from the attor-
ney general. My name Is Leonard
Mallow I'm the eldest son of Lord
Mallow. I've been doing business In
Limerick, and I bring a message from
the attorney general lo nsk you to at-

tend his olllce at the earliest moment.
I've seen strange things as 1 came.
I've seen lights on the hills, and drunk-
en rioters in the roads and behind
hedges, and once a shot was tired at
me; but here I nm, safe and sound,
carrying out my orders. What time
will you start?" he added.

He took It for granted that the sum-
mons did not admit of rejection, and
he was right. The document contained
these words:

"Troulde Is brewing; Indeed, it is at
hand. Come, please, at once to Dub-

lin, and give the and
the government a report upon your
district. We do not bear altogether
well of it, lint we are aware that no
one has the knowledge you possess. In
the name of his majesty you are here
by aske.d to present yourself nt once
at these ollices In Dublin, and be as
sured thnt the will give
you warm welcome through me. Your
own loyalty gives much satisfaction
here, nnTI If you can bring useful lu
fonnntlon much good may ensue,
nm, sir,

. "Your obedient servant,
"JOHN M'NOWKLL."

"You have conlldeiice in the people's
loyalty here?" asked Mallow.

"As. great ns III my own," answered
I)yck cheerily.

"Well, you ought to know what that
Is. At the same time, I've heard
you're a friend of one-- or two duti
spirits In the land."

"J hold no friendships that would
do hurt to my country," answered
Dyck sharply.

Mallow smiled satlricnlly. "As we're
starting at daylight, 1" suppose, I think
I'll go to bed, if It may bo you can
put me up."

"Oh, Lord, yes! We can put you
up, Mr. Mallow," remarked the old
man, "You shall have as good a lied
as you can lind outside the viceregal
iodgo ii four-poste- r, very wide ami
very long, Hut, Mr, Mallow, you
haven't announced that you've laid
dinner, and you'll not be going lo bed
lu this house without your food. This
Is n day when we celebrate the mini
versary of Irish power and llfo."

"What's that?" asked Mallow.
"That's the battle o thu Boyue,'

answered his host with u little air of
ostentation.

'Oh, you're one of the I'eep-o'-Dn-

Boys, then," remarked Mallow.
'I'm not saying that," nnswered the

old man, "I'm not an Ulsternmn, hut
I celebrate the coming of William to
the Boy;no. Things were done that day
that'll bo remembered when Ireland Is
whisked away Into the kingdom of
Heaven. So you'll not go to bed till
you've hnd dinner, Mr. Mallow I Din
ner at live, to bed nt eight, up before
daylight, and off to Dublin when the
light brenks. That's the course I" lie
turned to Captain Ivy. "I'm sorry,
captain, but there's naught else to do,
and you were going tomorrow nt noon,
anyhow, so It won't make much differ
ence to you."

"It will make no difference what
ever," replied the sallorman, "I have
to go to Dublin, too, and from there to
Queenstown to join my ship, and front
Queenstown to the coast of Trance to
do some lighting."

"Please Cod!" remarked Miles Cal
houn.

"So be tt I declnred Mallow.
"Amen!" said Dyck.
Once again Dyck looked the visitor

straight ,In the eyes, nnd far back In

Once Again Dyck Looked the Visitor
Straight in the Eyes.

the horizon of Mallow's life-sk- y there
shone for an Instant the light of an
evil star.

"There's the call to dinner," re
marked Miles Calhoun, as a bell began
ringing lu the tower outside. "Come
with me, Mr. Mallow, und I'll .show
you your room.!'

"Sheila Sheila!" said Dyck JJal-hou- n

to himself where he stood.

CHAPTER III.

The Duel.
The Journey to Dublin wns made by

tile Calbouns, their two guests, and
Michael Clones, without incident of
note. Arrived there," Miles CuJhoun
gave himself to o,ainlmitlon by gov-

ernment olllchils nnd to assisting the
designs of the I'eep-o'-Da- y Boys; and
Indeed he was present at the forma-
tion of the first Orange lodge.

Ills narrow nature, his petty craft
and malevolence, were useful In n
time of anxiety for the state. Yet he
had not enough ability to develop his
position by the chances offered him.
He had not a touch of genius; he had
only hursts of Celtic passion, which he
had not mind enough to control.

Indeed, as days, weeks and months
went on, bis position became less
valuable to himself, nnd his tlnan-cia- l

affairs suffered from his own
and his agent's had management.
In his particular district lie was
a power; lu Dublin he soon
showed thu weaker side of bis nature,
lie had a had habit of making foes
where he could- - easily have made
friends. In his personal habits he was
sober, but erratic.

Dyck had not his father's abstention
from the luxuries of life. Ho drank,
he gamed, he went where 'temptation
was, and fell Into it. He steadily di-

minished his powers of resistance to
until one day, at a tav-

ern, he met a man who made u great
Impression upon him,

This nian wns brilliant, ebullient, full
of humor, character niul life, knowing
apparently all the lower world of Dub-
lin, und moving with an assured step.
It was T.rrls Boyne, the divorced hus-
band' of Mrs. Llyn and the father of
Sheila Llyn; but this fact was not v
known to Dyck. There was also a
chance of Its not becoming known, be-
cause so many years had passed since
Ih'rls Boyne was divorced.

Dyck and Lord Mallow quar-
rel and settle it with swords.

, (TO HU CONTINUUD.)

Van Dyck Supreme,
Van Dyck has been ruled thu great-ea- t

portrait painter of nil time, wllli
the jjo&sUile exception of TItluu.


